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Twice Stepan interrupted him to say, "You better eat
something."
Both times Pyotr took up a piece of bread and his spoon
and went on telling his stories with the ease of a lark
singing a song. When supper was over he suddenly sprang
to his feet.
"Well, time for me to go home. Good night, mother/*
he said, as he shook her hand. "We may never meet again,
but I want you to know I think all this is just fine—fine
to have met you and listened to you. Is there anything in
that suitcase of yours besides the papers? A woollen
shawl. Remember that, Stepan. He'll bring you your suit-
case in just a minute. Come on, Stepan. Good night and
good luck!"
After they had gone, the scurrying of the cockroaches
could be heard. The wind swished over the roof and how-
led in the chimney, and a fine rain beat against the win-
dows. Tatyana made a bed for the mother by pulling
covers off the bunk on top of the stove and spreading
them on a bench,
"He's a lively young man," said the mother. The other
woman frowned at her.
"Makes a lot of noise but it doesn't mean much."
"And your husband?" asked the mother.
"He's all right—a good fellow. He doesn't drink. We
get on together. But he has a weak character."
She drew herself up.'
"What are we to do now?" she said after a short pause.
"Shouldn't we revolt? Of course we should! That's what
everyone is thinking, but each one thinks it to himself.
And they ought to think it out loud. Somebody has to take
the first step."
She sat down on the bench.
"You say young girls from the gentlefolk go in for this
sort of thing—mingling with the workers and reading to
them. Aren't they too good for that? Aren't they afraid?"
On hearing the mother's   answer,   she   drew   a deep
breath, dropped her eyes and lowered her head.

